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Rich. In all which timc,you and your Husband Grey 
Were fa£Viou$,for thcHoufe of Lancafter; 
And Riuersfo were you ; Was not your Husband, 
In ^Margarets Battaile,at Saint A 'Ibons, flainc ? 
Let me put in your mindes, if you forget 
What you haue beene ere this, and what you are; 
vVnhall,what I haue beene,and what J am. 

A murth'rous Villaine, and fo ftill thou art. 
Rich. Poore Clarence did forfakc his Father Warwick?, 
J,and fdrfwore himfelfe (which Icfu pardon.) 
Q^M. Which God rcuenge. 
Rich. To fight on Sdwards partie, for the Crowne, 
And for his meede,poore Lord, he is une wed vp : 
I would to God my heart were Fl'rntjlike Edwards, 
Or Edwards foft and pittiful! ,like mine ; 
I am too childifli foolifn for this World. 

i^.High thee to Hell for fhamc 3 & leaue this World 
Thou Cacodcmon,there thy Kingdome is. 

Riu. My Lord of Glofter; in thofe buficdayes, 
Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, 
We follow'd then our Lord,our Soucraigne King, 
So flhould we you,if you fhould be our King. 

Rich. If I lliouid be i I had rather be a Pcdler : 
Farre be it from my he3rt,the thought thereof. 

Qu. As little ioy (my Lord ) as you fuppole 
You fhould enioy,were you this Countries King, 
As little ioy you may iuppofe in me, 
That I enioy,being the Queene thereof. 

Q^M. A little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof, 
For I am (hec,and altogether ioylcfle : 
I can no longer hold me patient. 
Hcare me,you wrangling Pyrates,that fall out, 
In fharing that which you haue pilPd from me : 
Which off you trembles not,that lookes on me ? 
If not,that I am Qoecne,you bow like Subie&s ; 
Yet that by you dcpos'd,you quake like Rebells. 
Ab gentle Villaine,doe not turne away, (%ht ? 

Rich. Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak'ft thou in my 
QjM* But repetition of what thou haftmarr'd, 
That will I make,bcfore I let thee goe. 
Rich. Wert thou not baniilied, on paine of death ? 
Q^t* I was: but I doe find more paine in baniihmenr, 
Then death can yeeld me here,by my abode. 
A Husband and a Sonne thou ow'ft to me, 
And thou a Kingdome; all of you,alIegeancc : 
This Sorrow that I haue, by right is yours, 
And all the Pleafures you vfurpe.are mine. 

Rich. The Curfe my Noble Father layd on thee, 
When thou didS Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy fcowes drew'ft Riuers from his eyes, 
And then to dry them,gau'ft the Duke a Clowt, 
Stcep'd in the faultleffe blood of prcttie Rutland: 
His Curfes then,frombitterneffe of Soule, 
Dcnounc'd againft thec,are allfalnevpon thee: 
And God,not we,hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 
J2u. So iuft is God, to right the innocent. 
Haft. O, x was the fouleft deed to flay that Babe, 
And the mod raercilefle,that ere was heard of. 
-K/tf.Tyrants thcmfelues wept when it was reported. 
T>orf. No man but prophecied reuenge for it, 
'Back. Northumberland,thcn prcfent,wept to fee it. 
£l±M' What? were you marling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
And turne you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did Torkes dread Curfe preuaile fo much with HeaucR* 
That Hemes death, my louely Edwards death, 


I T , hcir Kingdoms l°ffe^ 
I Should alfbutanfwe^^ 


rat? 


Can Curfes pierce theClouds,ander 
Why then giueway dull Clouds tomy cXft* 
Though not by Warre,by Surfct dye v 0 u7v Urfc «« 
As ours by Murther,to make him a Kin e & 
Edward thy Sonne,that now is Prince of IV I 
For Sdwardom Sonn^that was Prince of to i 
Dye in his youth,by like vntimely f iolenc ^ 
Thy felfc a Queene,for mc that was a O uc ' 
Out-Hue thy glory,like my wretched felt e • 
Long raay'ft thou Hue, to wayle thy Children j 
And fee another,as I fee thee now, S dca *> 

Deck'd in thy Rights,a» thou art ftall'd in min. 
Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death 
And after many length'ned howre$ of griefe 

Dye neyther Mother, Wife,nor EngUnds Qn P 
l^ers and Dorfet, you were ftanders by ^ 
And fo waft thou,Lord Ha/ling t when m v ^ 

That none of you may hue his naturall ace 
But by fome vnlook'd accident cut off. 
Rich.Uiw done thy Charmed hateful widwj u 
QM. And leaue out thee? ftay Dog,for ) 
It Heauen haue any gneuous plague in ftorc 
Exceeding thofe that I can wifti vpon thee ' 
O let them kcepe tt,tttt thy finncs be ripe, ' 
And then hurle downe their indignation * 
On thee, the troubler of the poore Worlds peace 
The Wormc of Confciencc flill begnaw thy Souk 
Thy Friends fufped for Traytors while thou liu'ft ' 
And take deepe Travtors for thy deareft Friends I 
No fleepe clofe vp that deadly Eye of thine 
Vnlefle it be while fome tormenting Dreame 
Affrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills. 
Thou eluifh mark'd, abortiuc rooting Hogge, 
Thou that waft feal'd in thy Natiuitic 
The flaue of Nature,and the Sonne of Hell : 
Thou flander of thy heauie Mothers Wombc, 
Thou loathed Iffue of thy Fathers Loynes, 
ThouRaggeof Honor, thou dctcftcd- 
BJch, UHargaret, 
Qjl*. Richard. Rich. Ha. 
Q^jyt- I call thee not. 
Rich. I cry thee mercic then : for I did thinkc, 
That thou hadft call'd me all thefe bitter names* 
QJH. Why fo I did,but loek'd for no reply* 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe. 
Rich> Tis done by mc,and ends inCtoargaret. 
Qt* m1 Thus haue you breath'd your Curfe againft your felf 
4?^.Poore painted Q^een,vain flourifli ofmy fortune. 
Why ftrew'ft thou Sugar on that Bottcl'd Spider, 
Whofe deadly Web enfnareth thee about ? • 
FooIc,foole 3 thou whet*ft a Knife to kill thy felfe : 
The day will come, that thou (halt wifli for me, 
To helpc thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toadc 
Haft$&\fc boding Woman,end thy frantick Curfe, 
Leaft to thy harme,thou moue our patience. 
v 3J>1. Poulc fliame vpon you,you haue all mou'd mine 
if. Were you wel feru T d,you would be taught your dutj 
JgJlf To ferue me well,you all fhould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your Qijeene,and you my Subiefts : 
O ferue me well,and teach your felues that duty. 
Vorf. Difpute not with her,(hee is lunatickc. 
Q±Af< Peace MafterMarqucffe,you are malapert, 
Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is fcarce currant. 
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— r^Sbifity could iudge 
^ Z gld high, haue many blafts to f»akc them, 
A" d if f good counfailc marry, Uarneit,karne Mar- 


1 U f', it touches you my Lord,a. much as mc. 
V U T and muchmore : but I Was borne fo high: 
,,'ricbuildeth in the Cedars top, 
0"'l ; W ith the winde, and fcornes the Sunne. 

Sim to fhade:alas,alas, 


And daU1 And turnes the Sun to (hade : alas,alas, 
mv Sonne, now in the rtude of death, 
^JbSght oUt.ihining beames, thy cloudy wrath 


E et^alldarknelTe folded vp^ 
5 I very buildeth in our ayeries Neft : 
Shatfeeft it, do notlufferit 
Swonnewithblood,loftbeitfo. 
12 Peace,peaceforftame: if not, for Chanty. 
Mat. Vrge neither charity ,nor fliame to me : 
Vncharitably with me haue you dealt 
Lftamefully my hopes (by you) arc butcher d. 
L Charity is outrage, Life my ftiame, 
And in that frame, ftiU Hue my iorrowes rage. 
Unc Hauedone,hauedonfe. 
W4r! O Princely Buckingham, lie kiflc tby hand, 
In fione of League and amity with thee : 

fairc befall thee,and tby Noble houfc : 
Thy Garments arc not fpotted with our blood i 
Nor thou within the eompaffe of my curfe. 

'Bac. Nor no one hcerc : for Curfes neuer pafle 
*be lips of thofe that breath them in the ayre. 
' W. Iwillnotthinkebutthey afcendthesky^ 
And there awake Gods gen tic deeping peace. 

0 Buckingham, take hecde of yonder dogge: 
Looke when he fawnes,he bites; and when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death. 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him, 

Sinne, deatb,and hell haue fet their matkes on him, 

And all their Minifters attend on him. 

Ktch. What doth fhe fay .my Lord of Buckingham. 

Buc. Nothing that I refpe# my gracious Lord. 

mr. What cioft thou fcornc roc 
For my gentle counfell ? 
And footh the diuell that I warne thec frotru 
Obut remember this another day : 
When he (hall fpiit thy very heart with forrow : 
And fay (poore Margaret ) was a ProphctcfTe : 
Liue each of you the fubic&s to his hate, 
And he to yours^nd all of you to Gods. Exit . 

Buc. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes. 

RiH. And fo doth mine, I mufe why Che's at hbertic. 

Rich. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 
My part thereof, that I haue done to her. 

Mar. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Rich. Yet you haue all the rantagc of her wrong; 

1 was too hot, to do fomcbody good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now I 
Marry as for Clarence^ he is well repayed : 
He is frank'd vp to fatting for his paincs, 
God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof. 

A vcrtuou^and aChriftian-like conclufioo 
To pray fqr them that haue done fcath to vs. 
Rich. So doIcuer,bcing wclladuis'd. 

Speakestobimfilfe, 
For had I curft now, I had cur ft my felfe. 


Enter CatesBy. 

Gates. Madam* his Maiefly doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord, 

Qtt. Catesby I corrte, Lords will you go with mce. 

rTh. We wait vpon your Grace. 

Exeunt all but Ghfief. 

Rich, I do the wrong 5 and firfl begin to brawlc. 
The fecret Mifch'eefes that I fet abroach, 
I lay vnto the g reeuout charge of others. 
Clarence^hol indeede haue caft in darkneffe, 
I do beweepe to many fimple Guiles, 
Namely to Derby, Haft tvgs, Buckingham, ^ 
And tell thera Vis the Qoecne, and her Allies, 
That ftirre the King againft the Duke my Brother, 
Now they bcleeue it, and withall whet me 
To be reueng'd on Riuers, Dorfct&re). 
But then I figh, and with apeecc of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids vs d* good for euill : 
And thus I cloath my naked Villanie 
With odde old ends, ftolne forth of holy Writ, 
And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the deuilL 

Enter twd murtherers. 
But foft, heere come my Executioners, 
How now my hardy ftout rcfolued Mates, 
Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 

Vil* We are my Lord,and come to haue the Warrant, 
That we may be admicted where he is. 

Rtc. Well thought vpon, I haue it hcare about me : 
When yen haue done, repay re to Crosby place 5 
But firs be fodainc in the execution, 
Withall obdurate, do not heare him pleade ; 
For Clarence is well fpoken, and pcrhappes 
May moue your hearts to pitty 9 if you marke him. 

Vtl. Tut,tut,my Lord, we will not ftand to prate, 
Talkers are no good dooer*, be affur'd : 
We go to vfe our hands,and not our tongues. 

Rich. Your eyes drop Mill<-ftoncs,_WhenFocles eyes 
fall Teares : 

I like you Lads,about yout bufinefle ftraight. 
Go,go,difpatch. 

Vil. We will my Noble Lord^ 


ScenaQuarta. 


Enter Clarence and Keeper. 

Keep. Why lookes your Grace foheauily today* 

Cla. 0,1 haue paft a miferable night, 
So full of fearefull Dreames, of vgly fights, 
That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 
I would not fpend another fuch a night 
Though 'twere to buy a World of happy daies: 
So full of difmall terror was the time. 
Keep. What was your dream my Lord,I pray you tel nic 

C/rf.Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embarked to crofTe to Burgundy, 
And in my company my Brother Gloufter, 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke, 
Vpon the Hatches : There we look'd toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand heailfy tiiftes, 
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